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The T ragedie of 

Lies all within, and tbcfc extemall manner^ 

Of laments are meerely fhadowes to the vnfcene, 

Griefe that fwellcs with filence in the tortured foulc: ' 

And I thanke thee King that notoncly giueft 
Me caufe to waylc,but tcacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe ; lie beggeone hoone, 

A nd then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Tull. Name it fair eCoofin. ( ■ 

Rich. Faire Coofe, w hy ? I an greater then a King : 

For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiefls, 

Being now a fubiett,! haue a Kingheere 

To my flatterer 5 being fo great, I haue no need to beg. 

Tm. Yet aske. 

'■ Rich. And fhall I haue it? 

Tul. You fhall. 

Rich. Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Tull. Whither?. 

Rich. Whither you will/o I were from your fights. 

Tull. Goe fome of you conuey him to thcTower. 

Rich. O good conuey, conuey ers are you all, 

Thatrife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bull. On Wednefday next w e folemnely fet downe 
Our Coronation; Lords prepare your fellies. 

Exeunt. Mamt Weft. Carletll,Aunierle. 
tA bhot . A wofull Pageant haue W'eheere beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come; the children yet vnbornc, 

Shall fcele this day as fharpe to them as thorne. 

Aum. You holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realme of this pernitious blot? .• • 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mmde herein, . ^ 

You fhall not onelytalce the Sacrament, 

Xo bury mine intentes^but alfo to eflfeft, 

What euer I fhall happen to deuife : 

I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes of team* 

Come home with me to fupper, llelay aplot>.. v x(H ^\ 

Shall fhew vs all a merry day. 




King Richard the Second. 

Enter Queene } Vtith her attendants. 

Quetne. This way the King will come, this is the way 
To Julius (afars ill erefted Tower, 

To whofe flint bofomc my condemned Lord 
Is doomde a prifoner by proud RhIIwv brook?, 

Heere let vs reft,if this rebellious earth 
Haue any retting for her true Kings Quecne. 

Enter Richard • 

But foft,but fee, or rather,do not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittiemay difTolueto deaw. 

And wafh him frelh againe with true lone teares. 

Ah thou the modell where old Troy did Hand ! 

Thou mappe ofHonour, thou King Richards toombe, 
And not King Richard : thou matt beauteous Inne, 

Why fhould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe,faire woman,do not fo # 
To make my end too fudden,learne good foule. 

To thinke our former Hate a happy areame. 

From which awakt,thc trueth ofwhat we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweete) 

T o grimme Necefsitie, and he and I 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to France , 

And cloy fter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our praphane houres heere, haue throwne downe. 

Queene . What is my Richard both in fhape and minde, 
Transformd and weakned? hath 'Bullingbrooke 
Depofde thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, ifnothing elfe,with rage. 

To be o’repowerd,and wilt thou Pupil-like 
T alee thy correftion,mildely kifle the roddc. 

And fawnc on Rage with bace humil itie. 

Which art a Lion and aKingofbeaftes. 

Xing. A King of Beaftes indeed, if aught but beatt, 
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